MIBU

Mibu wiped his sword, expressed with a noble
gesture his gratitude to his companion, and was about
to take his rest when, with an ultra-monstrous roar,
the foe returned. Now there was a fine set-to; the
swords flashing as they were swung and plunged
about the neck and shoulders of the beast, with such
a swift skill and vigour as are not seen in Europe in
mock combats. Half dance, half battle, the ceremonial
went its way.

At last Right conquered; the Monster fell; executed
his last contortion "front centre"; and rolled over
on his back. The warriors sank their swords into his
vile body again and again; then, stooping, raised in
sedate triumph the severed head. The swords were
wiped, the gong throbbed twice, and Mibu and his
doughty friend walked out. The tale of Mibu, Prince,
was over.

The stage-hand walked forward, climbed on to the
balcony-rail, and raising a white-painted bush of
twigs, fixed it like the Prince of Wales's Feathers,
over the centre of the stage. Then he lifted down the
paper lantern nearest him, and balancing himself on
the railing, shuffled along, taking down the rest.

The audience rustled, the children chattered, an old
woman at the back began to hand out sandals and
shoes at the foot of the stairs. I waited until the last
lantern was blown out. The "auditorium," now a
plain bare floor forty yards square, was nearly empty.